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Summary: "You have questions." "Yeah, I do. And how helpful is it, 
that you decide to answer them so fast. Only some 200 years later. 
ROTBTD ! Seasonal Spirit sAU . A series of one-shots. 


1 . Haust 


1 : 


Haust 


Hiccup had never seen her before, but when a dark-haired woman draped 
in the storm clouds seats herself next to him on his perch, he knows 
who she is. It is a conscious effort from his part not to fall to his 
knees and bow his head low, and only his experience as a Chief and an 
Alpha help him to resist the initial urge and instead to politely nod 
his head, it was enough to acknowledge the more powerful entity but 
not to offer his loyalties and submission so easily. 


But the woman clearly wasn't bothered. A serene smile was firmly 
fixed on her long pale face, as she inclined her head to greet him 
back, long raven-colored locks tumbling down her shoulder. Hiccup had 
a feeling that she didn't expect him to speak nor she was going to 
rush into talking herself. He turned his head away from her to look 
ahead, but keeping her presence in his peripheral vision. But she 
just sat there next to him, on the highest branch overlooking the 
forest bathed in the golden-orange light of the sunset, that made the 
autumn leaves flare with inner fire, creating an illusion of the 
burning trees. And it felt like they were the only ones in the middle 
of that dancing fire, that smelled of rain and earth. 


The wind tugged the cloak wrapped around Hiccup's shoulders, lightly 
touching the woman's hair in curiosity, before racing over the tree 
tops, making them sway like fiery waves. 


"_You have questions. 


Her voice (Soft like shuffle of leaves and loud like thunder during 



the storm, it rolled over him as a whirlwind and touched him like a 
first ray of sun.) startles him so bad, he almost slipped from the 
branch, but wind helpfully blasted him in the face to keep him 
upright, to which he murmurs a quite 'thanks bud'. But even that 
fumble can't stop the words slipping past his lips. 

"Yeah, I do. And how helpful is it, that you decide to answer them so 
fast. Only some 200 years later." 

He really couldn't help it. Not only his social skills became 
incredibly rusty after so much time with almost (absolutely) zero 
human interaction, but the sarcasm was his natural defensive and 
offensive mechanism. Years (centuries) of habits are hard to 
break . 

Though, when he expected lightning and doom, and wrath worthy of Odin 
himself, he was met with an unladylike snort coming from his 
seat-fellow . 

"_I doubt you would have listened, if we approached you 
before . 

"Well, thank you for deciding things for me." Hiccup really didn't 
know when to close his mouth and keep quiet, but so far he wasn't 
incinerated on the spot, so he counted it as a win. "I could 
perfectly decide myself, if I want answers for my 'condition' as soon 
as it happened and not some odd centuries later." 

"_Would you have listened to me?"_ she asked. There is no accusation 
in her voice, but her eyes are dark and knowing, and Hiccup subdued 
almost as fast as he reeled up. 

He wouldn't have. Not really. He would have probably panicked and 
raged (though he did it either way) and did something reckless 
(Although he was tempted to do something stupid now too) . He knew it 
and she knew it, but it didn't stop Hiccup's irritation as he 
remembered those first couple of frightening decades, with nothing 
but distant memories of his past and his new name. 

"_Though, I agree that Manny ought to give a little bit more 
information during the initiala€| acquaintance . She murmured almost 
humorously, casting a glance at the evening sky, where a barely 
visible pale disk hung. _"But I am more of an opinion that the 
freshly made ought to have time for their own, to explore, discover 
and understand, before stepping up to their duties. I hope you 
enjoyed your free time."_ 

Hiccup in fact, did enjoy it. Even his situation couldn't quite 
quench his wanderlust and desire of knowledge, when he discovered 
that he could travel high and far, unseen and undisturbed, he did 
indulge his urges. But the world was big, and his desire sometimes 
was overcome with melancholy and memories. So it was no wonder that 
while he traveled and saw as much as possible, the fact that he had 
all the time in the world now to do so, made the novelty of the 
situation fade. Now he was content enough to travel whenever the 
wanderlust stirred his heart, but settle whenever possible, to think 
and just remember. 

His companion looked at him, her dark eyes understanding, but her 
last words finally registered in Hiccup's mind. 



"Duties?" Hiccup was pretty sure he was pulling a face, like he 
unconsciously did with his father when he was young and Stoick would 
go on and on about the duties of the Chief. It was really more of a 
reflex, since he perfectly understood what duties were and what they 
entailed . 

She inclined her head, one white slender hand reaching out from the 
folds of the cloud cloak to gently pick an orange oak leaf from the 
branch and bring it up to her face. 

"_You travel across the lands, trailing fallen leaves behind you, 

settling the world to **langr hQ«fgi*** through the cold and 

snow, so it could unfurl itself from the embrace of the dream to 
start living again with the arrival of warmth. You are the 

preparation for **umskipti*** of the world, the part of the 

natural cycle of life and death. "_ The woman sighed lightly, letting 
her breath catch the shimmering leaf and tug it swirling into the 
air, where it was joined by others, disturbed by a sudden foreign 
gust of wind that flapped Hiccup's short hair but didn't disturb a 
single lock of hair on her head. 

"_It is time that you inherited your predecessor, even though she is 
long gone now, I am sure she would have approved of our choice. 
Suddenly she was near him, so close that her hair fell in a curtain 
around his face, obscuring his vision. Her lips touched his forehead 
before she murmured to him in a quiet, echoing voice. 

"_Be strong, **Haust*** . For you are first of the new, and it is 

not always easy to bring change as the first one . 

He blinked and she was gone, with only the smells of the storm and 
flowers left behind. The sun was setting and everything was bathed i 
the twilight shadows. He stood up on the branch, his prosthetic 
thumping against the bark. The wind raced back to him, playfully 
nipping his face with cold flecks and twining around him. 

He paused thoughtfully looking at the spot that was previously 
occupied by the woman, before shaking his head with a huff. Next to 
him, the branch dipped under the sudden added weight, and suddenly 
instead of chilly wind, a puff of warm breath touched his 
face . 

"Yeah, I know bud." Hiccup murmured, turning his orange-red eyes to 
stare into the toxic green ones of his partner. 

"It looks like we have work to do." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong><span>Author ' s note:<span> **ROTBTD crossover has 
somewhat taken over my life, and out of a crazy number of plot 
bunnies in my head, this one seemed to be more reasonable to be 
posted as first story after my long hiatus on this site. I do not 
promise that my other stories will be updated (I actually noted on 
most of them that they are left unfinished) , but maybe while the 
inspiration for this one is alive, it will be updated as frequently 
as possible. 

This fic is a series of one-shots connected with each other and 



written in one SeasonalSpirit s ! AU, and I'll try to keep them somewhat 
timelined, but I can't really promise that. The size of one-shots 
will vary. Maybe there will be accompanying artwork for this AU. The 
current cover is temporary, but it was drawn by me and can also be 
found on my DA account along with my other ROTBTD art. 

And yes, I borrowed Mother Nature appearance from Guardians of 
Childhood books, but it is not, I repeat NOT the same character of 
the canon (I didn't even read the book. Honestly, I'm just loosely 
playing with her characterization and her physical appearance (taken 
from Wikia) . 

If any other fans of this AU would like to ramble and discuss it, or 
just share their preferences, they are free to do so, because it is 
really interesting to know other people's views. Maybe we even share 
them? Who knows . 

**Author's note (02/19/2016):** Uploaded a fixed-up Chapl, because I 
found a couple of mistakes that irked me. 

Sorry for my english, but to be fair, I'm a foreigner. ;D 
**01d Norse: umskipti* - change** 

**langr hQ«fgi* - long sleep** 

**haust* - autumn** 


2 . Somer 
**2:** _Somer_ 

Sprint right, duck under the branch and jump over the roots, just 
keep running, running, because the muscles have forgotten what is it 
like to ache all over from the overuse. 

Ah, wasn't it freeing? The feel of the wind in your face and hair, 
the heat of the sun on your skin, the smell and feel of the earth 
under your feet, as you race through the forest. It was as freeing as 
it was terrifying, because you could run forever and no one would 
ever call you back to return. 

Tears slipped freely down her cheeks, almost instantly disappearing 
in the heat of the summer air, and Merida sniffed stubbornly in an 
attempt to keep them at bay. It seemed shameful to her, to keep 
crying like a little girl, that she hadn't been for a long time now. 
The ingrained need to hide the tears from her people, to keep up the 
front of a strong and capable figure, so no one would ever doubt her. 
She didn't need to do it now, but the habits were ingrained into her 
brain, and she kept hiding her tears despite the fact that there was 
not a living soul nearby. Her mother would have been proud that her 
emotional daughter, still remembered all those lessons that she so 
painstakingly taught her. 

A bitter laughter welled up in her throat, at the thought of her 
mother. What would she have said, if she saw her daughter, tearing 
through the forest like a little wild thing, hair and clothes in 
disarray with tear tracks on her cheeks? Probably she would have 
scolded her like no tomorrow, before bundling her down in front of 



the cozy fireplace in her parent's rooms and attempt to wrestle her 
unruly air back into order. She always tried it, even if she knew 
that it was futile. Her father's blood was strong in her and her 
brothers, and a fiery mane of hair was a proud sign of the DunBroch 
clan. Which his father will always proclaim loudly when bundling up 
the boys into the room with them. 

She choked back another sob, as the heat licked down her spine. 

Oh, how she missed those times, but it was long-long gone, and every 
thought about it send another stab into her heart. Sometimes, in this 
blur of days and weeks, the pain would become too unbearable, too 
heavy, and she would get up and run. 

Run, like when she was just a girl, out in the forest. Run and not 
looking back, because it was too painful. Run and jump, feeling air 
pushing her, propelling her forward as she runs over roots and 
rocks . 

"Oomph ! " 

The collision was so unexpected, that Merida didn't even thought 
about stopping or dodging. She went head over heels, rolling a few 
feet away, before finally stopping face up on the grass. The world 
around her tittered dizzingly, as she tried to gather her bearings. A 
groan somewhere behind her, alerted her of another presence and she 
scrambled up, her hand going to her trusty bow. 

"Who are you? ! " She drew an arrow faster than she looked exactly at 
what she was aiming. It was another person, male, tall and lanky, 
with tossed auburn hair and a cloak of leaves clinging to his 
shoulders. He was squinting at her with his green-or-glint ing orange 
eyes, while rubbing his lightly stubbled face, from his ungainly 
sprawl on the earth. 

"What are you doing here?" the man mumbled, gathering his limbs and 
standing up unsteadily. Merida took a menacing step forward, 
something in his accent stirring dread in her, making the arrowhead 
glint red. "I asked you first!" 

"Wow, hey-hey, no need for weapons here!" He held his hands up, still 
half-crouched and with a confused frown on his face. "You don't know 
who I am?" He asked her, slowly, looking at her searchingly. 

"Should I?" Merida hesitated, her eyes sweeping over his figure. No, 
she hadn't seen him before. She would have remembered those strangely 
intense, colour-changing eyes, and a cape of leaves was a memorable 
kind of odd, anda€ | Her eyes fell down at his feet, which were 
actually only a right foot. The left was a mess of wood growing over 
the male's shin and ending up in some metal and wood sort of peg-leg. 
His accent has already set her on edge, but a sight of an obvious 
aftermath of a battle wound made her nerves coil tighter in 
suspicion. Merida narrowed her eyes and tipped her head to the side, 
indicating for stranger to move. 

Still holding his hands in a placating gesture, the man slowly 
straightened up from his awkward half-crouch and made a couple of 
steps back. 


"I don't know who you are." Merida said. "The only thing I know that 



you are the same as me, if I see you and you - me." 

"You obviously didn't meet a lot of like us, right?" The stranger 
raised an eyebrow. 

"I don't want to meet them." The red head snapped. "I'm not like 
them! I don't know what I am still doing here, why am I not with my 
family, where I should be, and instead is left roaming here, after 
those savages!-" she forcefully closed her mouth, feeling the heat 
along her spine growing and licking at her face. Flames started to 
dance at the edges of her vision and at the tip of her arrow, but she 
didn't dare to move her eyes from the stranger, as she breathed 
heavily, trying to contain her temper. 

She startled so badly, she almost let her arrow fly, when the man 
gave out a half-muffled groan and fisted his hands into his 
hair . 

"Nonononono- I didn't sign up for this! She didn't even warn me that 
I will have this kind of problems! Or this kind of duties! Seriously, 
isn't she like my Boss? Shouldn't she be the one to do it?" 

"HEY! What are you blabbering on about?!" Merida yelled, stomping 
down her foot childishly. "Stop talking crazy, and explain already, 
who are you and what are you doing here?!" 

The man sighed, and put his hands on his hips, his cloak shifting to 
reveal a red tunic underneath, with two dark leather belts on his 
waist, on which hang an array different sized poaches. On one of the 
belts hung a strange-thing that looked like a thick hilt of the 
sword, with a carved dragon head with an open mouth, and on the other 
hung a horned helmet attached by a rope. 

"My name is __**Haust***_. And I am your brother, 

_**Somer***_. " 

Merida froze, at the sight of the helmet and the sound of that 
accursed language. Her vision filled with blood and hellfire, as she 
heard her people and enemies alike scream, over and over again, as if 
she was back on the battlefield. 

She screamed. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Author ' s note : <strong> Weeelp, my 'frequent updates' 
turned out not... as much frequent as I hoped. At least I'm trying? 
This AU in my head has a lot of plot bunnies, but I'm trying to write 
them out in as much order as possible. And they do not always come 
out in order, so it's a little difficult to make a semi linear plot 
for one-shots. But I wanted to warn you: first 4 chapters are sort of 
introductionary, and after them will go a different sort of 
one-shots. I'm still deciding which. In other words, all questions 
which may arise during the reading of intro-chapters will be 
answered, sooner or later. 

On the other note, wanted to thank you **KitKatLove96, Natsumellll, 
dragons237, Chinal2** and **GoodorEvill32** for favs and 
follows ! 



**Author's note (02/26/2016): **Uploaded a slightly fixed up 
Chap2 . 

_Sorry for my english, but to be fair, I'm a foreigner. ; D_ 
**01d Norse: haust* - autumn** 

**01d Scott ish/Scott ish : somer* - summer** 


3. Fruhling 
**3:** _FrAV4hling_ 

She wonders, if it was unusual. It certainly was unexpected, but was 
it unusual? She hummed thoughtfully, her bare toes digging into the 
soft soil under her feet, as she surveyed the clearing opening up in 
front of her. Rapunzel moved forward, but hesitated, shuffling back 
behind the tree she was standing. The indecision was unusual for her, 
but the situation was not in the realm of her comfort zone 
either . 

After all, how do you react to a giant black lizard materializing 
from the thin air? 

Of course, considering her life, should it really be considered 
unusual? Not everyone were born with the help of the sun 
drop-turned-flower, have hair with healing power, be kidnapped by a 
witch, live longer than any other human, and come back to the 
afterlife with powers that are hard to comprehend. But, Rapunzel 
conceded, even during her long life she hadn't seen such a creature 
(thought she had seen other wondrous things) . 

She peeked from behind the tree again, watching as the graceful sleek 
body gleefully rolling in the grass, she had only recently helped to 
bud and grow. Centuries-long fears about monsters surfaced in her 
memories, but she looked doubtfully at the creature rolling around 
like a happy puppy. She was pretty sure it was purring, judging by a 
throaty rumbling sound emitting from its throat. Rapunzel couldn't 
help a smile at the sight. Somehow it reminded her of Maximus, who 
had such an expressive face and body, like this creature. Though, it 
was unlikely that the stallion would have done something as 
undignified as roll in the grass. 

Without realizing it, she let out a giggle at the mental image. The 
creature's head snapped up and it disappeared in a whirl of 
wind . 

She didn't have time to be disappointed or to think where had it 
gone, when the wind whirled around her, whipping her skirt and hair. 
Rapunzel took an involuntary step back, when the wind solidified into 
a black menacing shape looming over her. Standing on its hind legs, 
the giant leather wings snapped open and with a snarl on its snout 
and slitted eyes, it posed a frightening figure. 

But Rapunzel looked into its eyes and saw intelligence, that she had 
often seen in her faithful Pascal and loyal Maximus, and she wasn't 
afraid . 


"Amazinga€|" she breathed out, almost unconsciously, as she took in 



its features. 


Its flat head was set on a short, sturdy neck, and on the top there 
were plates that looked like peculiar ears. They were cocked to the 
side, as the creature stopped snarling and looked at her curiously, 
as if wondering at her reaction. 

"Hello, there!" Rapunzel couldn't help it. She smiled at it, and it 
seemed to be satisfied. It dropped back on all four legs and folded 
its wings, still looking at her with a cocked head, sniffing the air 
around her. 

"Aren't you an interesting creature!" Rapunzel cooed, presenting it 
her hands to sniff at. "Though, what exactly are you, huh?" She 
jumped a little as it bumped its snout slightly against her palm, 
snorting. Its eyes were round now, all signs of hostility gone. It 
seemed to look at her hands, then at the clearing with grass where it 
had previously been, obviously making a connection. 

"Did you like my work?" Rapunzel gently scratched it on the chin and 
it rumbled pleasantly. "Hm? I think you definitely liked this 
grassa€| boy?" It rambled, pushing its flat head against her hand for 
more scratches. "Boy, than I guess." 

Rapunzel run her hands over his hide, scratching under his chin and 
smiling at the blessed out expression on its face. 

"Aww, you are such an adorable boy, even with all those scary claws 
and teeth ! " 

"Well, glad to see that I was worried for nothing, bud." 

Rapunzel yelped, whirling around, only to see a stranger looking at 
her and at the creature with amused green eyes. The black lizard 
bounded happily to the man, making happy noises and dancing around 
him, before swinging his head toward the field of grass and tensed 
Rapunzel . 

"Oh, I get it now. Couldn't resist the dragon nip, huh. Toothless? 
Though, I do wonder how it could have grown here." The stranger 
patted the creature on head, shooting Rapunzel a look with an awkward 
crooked grin at his joke. 

"Hey, sorry for the scare and that Toothless bothered you. The grass 
you grew is a sort of one of his weaknesses and he deserted me when 
he smelled it . " 

Rapunzel, who finally relaxed her initially defensive pose, released 
the death grip on her hair, letting it swing back behind her 
back . 

"Uh, no problem." She eyed the stranger, still a little weary despite 
his friendly demeanor. "Wait, his name is Toothless?" 

"Yeah. It actually has a pretty good reason for it." 

Rapunzel ' s eyes widened when the stranger took a hold of the 
creature's jaws and tugged them open, revealing pink gums. 

"But, I saw his teeth!-" Rapnzel blinked when the mentioned teeth 



popped out of the gums with a a€"shinck!- and Toothless smiled a 
toothy grin at her. 


"Yeah, I still wonder how does that work. The tooth fairy is going 
nuts about it too. Toothless' species of dragons have been always a 
mistery-" 

"Dragon? Toothless is a dragon?" Rapunzel couldn't contain awe and 
wonder from her voice, for she had heard about dragons only in fairy 
tales . 

"Yeah, you probably haven't met one, they had become extinct a long 
time agoa€ | " The stranger hummed with a hint of sadness, but the look 
he shot her was more curious than sad. "You are awfully calm, for 
someone who just met a complete stranger and a strange 
creature . " 

Rapunzel cocked her head at the sudden change of subject, but wasn't 
really caught off guard. Years of the same trick used on her in the 
court were kind of easy to get used to, so she just smiled at the 
stranger . 

"Well, you didn't really give me a reason to panic yet, so I guess 
that's a good enough for me. Though, it would be polite to introduce 
yourself." She raised an eyebrow with a practice of a scolding mother 
and enjoyed the sight of a slight blush adorning the man's 
features . 

"Right, yeah, sorry. I'm sort of out of practice in social niceties. 
Usually someone tries to kill me first before I even introduce 
myself." He joked, but Rapunzel could sense a hint of worrying truth 
behind those words. 

"My name is **Haust**." 

"Oh." Rapunzel blinked, finally paying attention to the man's attire, 
noting the cape of green-reddish leaves, his eyes that were now dark 
moss green, and a fake left leg. They stared at each other, Haust 
with a smile and Rapunzel with slight wonder, before she smiled back 
at the man. 

"Hello brother, my name is * *FrAk4hling* * * . " 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Author ' s note : <strong> As you probably guessed the 
contrast between Hiccup's meetings with Merida and Rapunzel are for a 
reason (and maybe even some guessed the main reason for it ;D) . I 
will admit that Rapunzel ' s character is hardest for me to write. I 
try to make her sweet, without making her airheaded or too 'nice', 
but at the same time I had to show that she is not not an 18-year old 
character from the movie, because for her, a lifetime (and more) has 
went by. She now has edges like any adult person would, though her 
character is still the same. 

And thank you **Daziy is SoniQ**, **Karapadamori** and * * jennelynl2 * * 
for favs and follows! 

**GoodorEvill32 : **Thank you! I try really hard to keep everyone in 
character, but at the same time to show that they do not stay 



completely 'unchanged' through time. I never suspected how hard is it 
to make characters mature, without making them too 00C ! I will 
definitely try to keep it like that.) 

**jennelynl2 : **I'm glad to hear it.) Hiccup's sarcasm is one of my 
most favourite features of his! Could you imagine that kid without 
sass? I hardly can! The worst part however, is to make up his 
sassines and to keep it canon. I'm quite a sarcastic girl myself, but 
still it is one thing to sass yourself and the other to make up lines 
for this kid. xD I will certainly try! 

_Sorry for my english, but to be fair, I'm a foreigner. 

; d_ 

**German: frAHhling* - spring** 


4 . Winter 
**4:** _Winter_ 

Jack's delighted laughter echoed through the barren winter woods, as 
he speeds up past the tree tops, making them sway and drop the snow 
from their branches on the ground. 

He never grew tired of it and it never failed to lift his spirits, 
when he watched the snow cover the earth and paint everything in 
blinding white. The snowflakes whirled around him, as he let out a 
delighted whoop and careened into Burgess, frost covering the streets 
and houses in his wake. 

Being the Guardian of Fun had its perks sometimes, considering that 
some regarded winter as a dreadful cold season. Jack never missed a 
chance to cheer children up with a snow day or a good snowball fight. 
His frost designs always got a delighted 'wow' from either kids or 
adults, and his heart always soared when anyone will pause in the 
snow to admire the snowflakes (or try to catch them with a mouth, be 
it a kid or an adult) . 

Jack never questioned why exactly Man in the Moon granted him the 
powers of winter. Though, with his recently recovered memories, he 
wondered if it was solely because of they way and time he had died. 
Either way, it never really bothered him. The powers were part of him 
that has been always there, even if he needed his staff to control 
them successfully. (It has stumped him sometimes, that without his 
staff he could use his powers. He felt them thrumming under his skin, 
but to use them was much-much harder.) 

His grip on the staff tightened and he shouted out to his trusted 
partner . 

"Wind, take me higher!" 

The cold air ruffled his hair playfully, hurling his body up. Jack 
grinned at the clouds as he soared up, enjoying the feeling of 
freedom in the air. 


Unexpectedly, the coldness around him for an instant grew a few 
degrees warmer, before the wind disappeared, dropping him. Jack's 
stomach flipped and let out a short scream, but gathered his bearing 



and summoned another gust of wind to stop his rapid descent. 


"What the?-" Jack turned to look in the direction where the other 
gust of wind raced away, feeling the tendrils of heat clashing 
against his own colder ones. The spirit of winter frowned. 

It was not the first time a thing like this happened. Either in the 
end of autumn or the beginning of spring, a warmer air currents will 
race past him or steal his current right under him, sometimes 
playfully, sometimes urgently, but always with a sense of an 
apology . 

Of course. Jack knew that he was not the only spirit of the season. 
Other spirits often spoke about his three counterparts, that 
obviously were here longer than him. Cupid and other Western spirits 
were especially talkative about them, though he heard a passing 
mention of them from Eastern spirits as well. Even the guardians had 
spoke about them once or twice in passing, since Jack joined them 
(Bunny tended to reference to Fruhling about her help with the 
warren, and Tooth sometimes complained/happily ranted about the 
increased amount of incidents the kids tend to have in the summer 
when Somer visited humans) . 

But despite all that. Jack had never met the other three. In all his 
300 plus years, he hadn't caught a glimpse of the elusive spirits of 
spring, summer and autumn. Even when he tried to arrive early in 
autumn and stayed long past his time in the spring, he didn't manage 
to meet them. Hell, he even once ventured into the northern 
hemisphere during summer, but the only things he got were a 
heatstroke and a promise to himself to never visit during the hottest 
month of the season. 

Since becoming a Guardian and gaining his memories back, there wasn't 
even a hint of the others. Except right here and now. It was the 
first time the other even tried to gain his attention and in a such 
an unexpected manner. The heat of the wind was a little bit higher 
than usual and it felt like it was still clinging to the air around 
Jacka€ | 

The white-haired teenager blinked. The heat was indeed still there! 

It danced playfully on the edges of his cold aura, twining with the 
cold current, creating a little whirlwind around Jack, before backing 
away an then repeating the process. 

Did it want Jack to follow? Bewildered by the wind's behavior. Jack 
flew down and the warmer current raced a little bit ahead of him, 
leading him to the forest sprawled on the other side of the Burgess. 
The wind led him to a little clearing, surrounded by tall trees. Jack 
dropped on one of the branches, crouching down and peering around, 
wondering what the wind, or more accurately the other spirit who 
asked the wind, wanted from him. His palms itched and he nervously 
shifted his bare feet against the rough bark. With a start. Jack 
realized that he was nervous. 

He had never met the older seasonal spirits, and somehow he felt 
unsure of his stance with them. Were they avoiding him, because they 
didn't approve of him? Or were they just reclusive? (Which was 
unlikely, considering other spirits talked about them like they were 
friends.) Or maybe they were just mean and didn't like him? 



"What's with that face?" 


Jack nearly fell from the branch, as his heart stuttered in his chest 
from the surprise. He looked down to the source of the voice, a 
retort practically on his lips, but he paused when he saw the figure 
underneath . 

For a legendary spirit of autumn, the man beneath wasa€ unremarkably 
average. Oh sure, the cape of autumn leaves and the vivid 
colour-changing eyes were flashy, and the man himself was tall, even 
if surprisingly lean (but more muscular than Jack) . His auburn hair 
that flashed red and orange in the sunlight were ruffled from the 
wind, and besides the cape he wore a simple red tunic and a pair of 
dark green legginses, though there was a curious belt with different 
pockets and other things on his waist. 

Jack opened and closed his mouth a couple of times, while the man 
underneath continued to look at him expectantly. 

"What face?" Jack finally asked. 

"The-the face." The man gestured vaguely towards his own face. His 
voice was sort of nasally. "Like you were wondering if someone is 
going to murder you in cold blood and no one will hear your 
screams . " 

"Hey, I wasn't looking like-" Jack snapped, before pausing. "Wait, 
did you just made a pun?" 

The man smirked and shrugged his shoulders. "You seem a bit nervous, 
and humour is always a good way to dissipate the tension." 

Jack wouldn't admit that the man was right. "That's such crap. You 
sound like some sort of a pamphlet for socially stunted people." 
However, he could admit that the guy was sort of funny. 

"Well, considering that I'm talking to a recently 'believed in' 
spirit, it's appropriate." The man smirked at him, as if reading his 
mind . 

"You know about that?" Jack asked. Honestly, he had thought that the 
other seasonal spirits didn't give a damn about him, like some of the 
other spirits. 

The man's brown-green eyes softened into a look that Jack couldn't 
decipher. It looked like sympathy, but was layered with nostalgia and 
maybe even a little bit of anger and steal resolve. 

"We always knew about you Jack Frost." The man cracked a crooked 
smile. "And I got to say it's a real pleasure to finally meet you 
face to face and get to know you for real." 

A warmth that had nothing to do with the warm wind racing around them 
unfurled in Jack's chest as he stared at the spirit's honest 
face . 

"Wella€| I guess it's a pleasure to meet you too, **Haust**." 



><p><strong>Author ' s note : <strong> And that's a wrap on the 
introduction one-shots! Now I can curl in a dark corner, because of 
the horrible humour in this chapter. Like seriously? Couldn't I do 
any better?! *sigh* Jack is relatively easier to write than Rapunzel, 
but still rather hard. Especially when I had to draw out his 
angsty/insecure part along with his happy/Guardian part. But I guess 
I did okay. Let me know if you think Jack (or Hiccup) was 00C, or if 
there were any mistakes that I missed. I'm still deciding on the next 
one-shot, but I'm considering to do something with all Big4 
together . 

**GoodorEvill32 : ** Thank you! 

_Sorry for my english, but to be fair, I'm a foreigner. ; D_ 

**01d English: winter ** (welp talk about constancy! Though it 
originated from the Germanic (approx. 2000 y. ago) "wentruz" that 
meant "wet season" . ) 


5 . Ridiculous 
**5:** _Ridiculous_ 

This was absolutely ridiculous. Hiccup thought. 

"This is absolutely ridiculous." He decided to voice it out, instead 
of internally ranting. Because expressing his feelings was a good way 
of dealing with stress. Well, at least that's what Toothiana keep 
telling him, but it was Toothiana. She always expressed her feelings 
out loud. 

Though it didn't really help him that much, but he felt a little tiny 
bit better, because at least this way Toothless joined him into 
staring at his map. Though the dragon almost immediately lost his 
interest and returned back to gulping the fish down. (Not that he 
needed to do it, being a spirit and all that. He just like eating. 
Selfish, greedy lizard.) 

"Should I keep out of this?" Hiccup kept talking. Why was he still 
talking? "No, wait, I definitely should keep out of this. It isn't 
really my business, being that it's spring, not autumn. And why do I 
even bother, of course it concerns me. Come one bud, we are going 
out ! " 


Hiccup had to fight Toothless to leave his basket of fish, but soon 
they were airborne and slipping away from his island, flying towards 
the general direction of Europe, hoping he will manage to catch them 
in time. As luck would have it, he caught the familiar tingling of 
both colder and warmer currents of the air, and Toothless directed 
him to Valley Kamchatka, where the colder current obviously 
dominated . 

As soon as he caught a glimpse of his targets, he asked Toothless to 
speed up. He felt a little vindicated, when both his targets let out 
yelps of surprise when he and his partner careened between the two 
racing figures. 

"Hey! Hiccup, you came to join us?" 



"No, Jack. I didn't race here to join you!" Hiccup felt Toothless 
solidify under him, as they landed on the earth. 

"Huh, not to sound unwelcoming then why did you feel the need to race 
here?" Jack touched earth next to the autumn spirit. 

"WellaCi" Hiccup suddenly paused. "Ia€| came to say that you are 
ridiculous . " 

"You raced all the way here, just to say that we are ridiculous?" 
Rapunzel landed beside Hiccup with a curious and slightly amused look 
on her face. 

"Yes. Yes, I did!" Hiccup threw his hands up. "You know what you did? 
You made me make myself to get involved!" 

"We?.." Jack started confusedly, but Hiccup kept on talking. 

"And it was such a nice day too! No explosions or dragon wrangling, 
or any accidents whatsoever the whole morning, but when I looked at 
my map, what do I see, huh?" 

"Ahaha, soooo you are talking 'bout that." Jack chuckled 
sheepishly . 

"Yes I am talking about - about **_that_**!" 

"Oops, sorry Hiccup." Rapunzel had the grace to look guilty, but 
Hiccup was not tricked by those sad green eyes, because the blonde's 
lips were twitching in the corners. "I guess we sort of got carried 
away? " 

"Carried away? Carried away its when you keep the heat up till the 
middle of October." They all collectively winced at that memory of 
Merida's mishap. "This a€"whatever is it you do- is just ridiculous! 
Flowers started to bud in the middle of February, Rapunzel! And Jack, 
there was a snowstorm in Moscow in the end of * *_March_* * . " 

"Well, in my defense. It is normal for them." Jack shrugged, but 
Hiccup's stare made him raise his hand placatingly. 

"I really didn't sign up for this- this _babysitting_! I thought that 
we all were supposed to pitch in and keep up with the 
schedule ! " 

"But Hiccup!" Rapunzel pouted, latching herself to the autumn 
spirit's arm. "We finally can play tag without avoiding Jack, like 
before when we were not allowed to talk to him! I had to prolong the 
fun a little ! " 

"Rapunzel. This excuse was passable five years ago!" 

"I had to make up to all 300+ years!" 

Hiccup groaned. "I won't be able to survive this every year." 

"Well, it doesn't stop you from hiding from me in the 
December . " 


"Shut up. Jack." 



~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Author ' s note : <strong> Ahahahaha, I'M SO 
SORRY . 

Originally Chap5 was going to be a long chapter full of new 
information, original (sort of) characters, mythology and Big4 
bonding. But, life happened, along with erroring Word, lost doc, and 
etc. So in other words the writing of original chap5 was put on a 
(long) hold, and only recently I got back to it. And because there 
are still way to go (seriously, I think there are less than half of 
what I intend to write) , I decided to make a little gift (and an 
apology) in the form of this drabble (which is dedicated to the 
fucked up weather in the world this time of year. Cause seriously. 

It, like, snowed in the mountains and rained in the city three days 
ago, and tomorrow they promise +30 celcius) ! ;D If everything goes 
according to plan, I'm gonna post the original 5 (now renamed chap6) 
in the end of the week, I think. 

Big thank you to **werekit**, **Super girl xD**, 
**He-who-runs-into-walls** and **Cheshide** for favs and 
follows ! 

* * j * * * * enne lynl2 : **Sorry, but nope! Yeartide is going to be a 
collection of one-shots (sometimes drabbles) which will be in 
different points of the time-line. I posted the introductionary 
one-shots together, cause they sort of written themeselves out one by 
one. I spent much time envisioning how those four met, and sort of 
left out the details on purpose, to explore later in different, 
longer, one-shots. There is no real definite plot (like no villain to 
fight against, or secret to discover) , just some moments of bonding 
and every-day life moments. Though, I do not disregard the 
possibility of making a serious of related one-shots with a plot, but 
that will probably come later (and hopefully soon) . So, to answer all 
your questions, there will be different one-shots for that (like Jack 
meeting the girls for the first time, and Mer and Punzie meeting for 
the first time, or meeting the Guardians for the first time) ! ;D And 
thank you for all the compliments, dear! I hope I won't dissapoint 
you (or any of the readers) with what I have to offer you! 

_Sorry for my english, but to be fair, I'm a foreigner. ; D_ 


End 
f ile . 



